INSIDE U. S. A.
the moment of writing, this university versus Negro issue is still unsettled.
The most interesting Negro in Texas, Boss Bellinger of San Antonio aside, is probably a moderate named Carter Wesley, the publisher of a string of newspapers including the Houston Defender and In]ormer, the Fort Worth Mind, and the Dallas Express, the oldest Negro paper in the state. All told, Wesley's papers have a circulation of about sixty thousand;. they are intelligently edited and vigorously outspoken on most issues. Wesley is now fifty-three. He led his class at Fisk, went to Northwestern for a law degree, and practiced law in Oklahoma; for a time his partner was J. Austin Atkins, who also led a class at Fisk and who was a classmate of Charlie Taft's at Yale. Wesley built up a considerable fortune in Oklahoma, and was then wiped out by the depression; he returned to Houston, his birthplace, and started a new career in journalism.
In San Antonio I asked friends how the Negroes, submerged, got along with the Mexicans, also submerged. I was told that, by and large, Negroes were liked better by whites than Mexicans, and that on the whole Negroes were better paid and despite Jim Crowism had a better chance for education. There is comparatively little contact between the Mexican and Negro communities; each is tempted to pl.ay the other off against the whites.
Texas Miscellany
Texas is the state where failure to stop and render aid to an auto-mobilist in trouble is a felony, and where something known as the Fruit of the Month Club prospers. It is a- state where you may eat rattlesnake sandwiches and "Texas strawberries" (which come from a part of a bull) and where robbery with firearms is a capital offense but where murder may not be. Texas has the largest collection of Browningana in the world (at Baylor) and the largest women's college in the world (at Denton, near Dallas), It is the state where camels were once used for transport, where a university once gave the degree Mistress of Polite Literature, where a friend pointed out to me what he called very seriously "the second most beautiful" cemetery in the world, and where, eating rare beef, you can hear locutions like "I've b'ulldogged steers that wasn't hurt no worse than this!"